I hel ntgeate of Hamict ■ 

For women feare too much,euen as they loue. 

And womens feare and loue hold quantity, 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity,' 

Now what my Lord is proofs hath madeyou know# 

And as my loue is ciz’ft,my feare is fo, i 

Where loue is great,tbelitleft doubts are feare, 

Where little fears grow great, great loue gro ws there . 

King, Faith I mud leaue thee loue, and fhortly to, * 

My operant powers their fan&ions leaue to doe,, 

And thou (halt liue in this faire world behind, 

Hondrd, belou’d, and haply one as kind, 

For husband {halt thou. 

Qute. O confound the reft. 

Such loue mud needs be treafon in my bred, 

In fecond husband let me be accurd. 

None wed the fecond,but who kild the fird. Ham. Thu’ t 

The indances that fecond marriage tnoue wormwood. 

Are bafe rel'pe&s of thrift, but none of lcur, 

A fecond time] kill my husband dead. 

When fecond husband kiiTes me in bed. 

King . I do beleeue you think what now you fpeak, 

But what we doe determine, oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the flaue to memory, 

Of violent birth, but poore validity. 

Which now the fruit vnripe dicks on the tree. 

But fall vnfhakcn when they mellow be. 

Mod neceffary tis that we forget 

To pay out felues what to our fclues is debr. 

What to our felues in paid on we propofe. 

The pillion ending,doth the purpofe lolc. 

The violence of either griefe or ioy , 

Their owne cnna&ares with themfclues dedroy, 

Where ioy mod reuels,griefe doth mod lament, 

Griefe ioy, ioy gnefes,on (lender accedenr. 

This world is not for aye.nor tis not drange. 

That euen ourloues (hould with cur fortuns change. 

For tis a queition left vs yet to proue, 

Whe; her iouc leai fortune, or elfe fortune Iouei 

The great man downc,you marke his fauoutite flies, 

The 


rttneeo] ve nmarfee. 

The poore iduanccd makes friends of enemies. 

And heihertoo do<h Iprie on fortune rend. 

For who not needsjdr 11 neuer lack a friend. 

And whojtrWant a hollow friend dothtry, 

Dfre&ly feafons himhis enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun, 

Our wills and fates do fo contrary ruri 
That our deuiccs dill are ouerthrowne, 

Our thoughts arc ours, their ends none of our owne. 

So thinkc thou wilt no fecund husband wed, 

But dy thy thoughts when thy fird Lord is dead. 

jQwee.Nor earth to me giue food.nor heauen light. 

Sport and repeie lock from me day and night, 

To defperation tu-nc my trud arid hope, 

And Anchors cheere in prifon be my fcope. 

Each oppofitf that blanks the face of toy. 

Meet what I would haue well, and it dedroy, 

Both here and hence putfue me lading drife, Horn . I f (h e (houldi 
If once 1 be a widdow,eucr 1 be wife. break it now? 

]Ctng. Tis deeply fworne.fweet leaue me heare a while. 

My fpirics grow dull and fame I would beguile 
The tedious day with deep, 

Qnee. Sleep rock thy brain. 

And neuer come mifchance betwixt vs twara Exgum 

Ham. Maddam.how like you this Play? 

Quee. The Lady doth pfoted too' much me thinks* 

Ham. O but fhee’le keep her word. 

Xing. Haue you heard the argument? is thbre no offence In't ? 
Ham. No, no, they do but ied, poifboin icft,ind 1 Qffence i*th 
Kmg. What do you call the Play ? (world. 

Ham. The Moufetrap , rnary how tropically, thisPlay is the 
Image of amurther done in Vienna , Gonx,aga isthe Dukes name, 
his wife Baptifla, you (hall fee anon, tis a knauifh piece of work, 
but what of that ? your Maiedy and we {hall haue free foules, it 
touches vs not , let hegauled lade winch , our withers ate vn> 
wrung. This is one Lucianm, Nephew to the King.. 

Enter Luciantu . 

Oph. You areas good as a Chorue my Lord. 

Hem. I could interpret between* you and your loue 
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